
  
    [image: Sweet Spot]
  


  
    
      SWEET SPOT

    

    
      
        STACY KRISTEN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        1. Gabe

      

      
        2. Gabe

      

      
        3. Gabe

      

      
        4. Gabe

      

      
        5. Layla

      

      
        6. Gabe

      

      
        7. Gabe

      

      
        8. Layla

      

      
        9. Gabe

      

      
        10. Layla

      

      
        11. Gabe

      

      
        12. Gabe

      

      
        13. Layla

      

      
        14. Layla

      

      
        15. Gabe

      

      
        16. Gabe

      

      
        17. Gabe

      

      
        18. Layla

      

      
        19. Gabe

      

      
        20. Gabe

      

      
        21. Gabe

      

      
        22. Gabe

      

      
        23. Layla

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Books by Stacy Kristen

      

      
        Newsletter

      

      
        About Stacy Kristen

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2026 by Stacy Kristen

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved.

      

      

      

      No part of this work may be reproduced in any manner without the expressed written consent of the author. If you wish to share this book, please have the reader buy his or her own copy.

      

      This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, situations, and events portrayed in this novel are purely from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. The author has also used certain places for the purposes of this fictional work and acknowledges any and all trademarks.

      

      The eBook version is authorized for legal download only. Any other site or entity found offering this book for download in any form is guilty of copyright infringement and intellectual property theft, a crime punishable by up to 3 years in prison and a $250,000 fine.

      

      Proofread by Proof Positive Author Services

      Cover design © Lee Ching of Under Cover Designs

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT

          

        

      

    

    
      Everything in my life came crashing down all at once. It was the worst day of my life.

      

      First, I got cut from the team. Then, my wife tells me she wants a divorce. My world imploded in the blink of an eye.

      I, Gabe Goldwyn, now understood that life as I knew it, was over. Done. Finished. Or so I thought.

      

      Fast-forward one year. I’m fresh off a divorce and exploring a different side of my career in the major leagues of baseball. I’m now the manager of the Blue Valley Vipers. My life’s back on track and I’ve gotten used to being single again. But a chance encounter and a one-night stand changes everything. Falling in love was the last thing on my mind.

      

      Layla and I weren’t looking for anything more. But what the heart wants, the heart wants.

      We were left to figure out how to make things work. I hope our long-distance relationship can survive being thousands of miles apart on a regular basis. I’m willing to fight for us. I just hope she feels the same.

      

      Sweet Spot is a spicy, later in life, baseball romance. If you love baseball romance, this book is for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      GABE

      As soon as I walk in the door, Stephanie, my wife of almost twenty years stops me.

      “We need to talk.”

      “Okay,” I answer, worn out from the day. The tone of her voice tells me something is wrong. Seriously wrong.

      We head into the living room. The house is quiet. The kids must be at their friends’ house.

      I’m barely settled onto the couch when Stephanie utters the words I never wanted to hear. “I want a divorce.”

      “Are you sure about this?” I’m trying not to let my emotions get the best of me. I’m shocked and feel numb at the same time.

      “Yes,” she whispers so quietly, I barely hear her.

      “Okay,” I answer, gulping to quench the rising emotions welling from deep within me. My life crumbles as I say those words. It feels like I took a line drive to the solar plexus. Oof. My life, as I know it, is over. We’ve spent years together. And not having her in my life any longer? It’ll be a complete change.

      Stephanie gets up and leaves, the snick of the front door the last sound I hear before the house gets silent as a tomb. Sitting there, I pour myself a drink. It hurts to admit it, but things hadn’t been going well between us for a long time. After traveling nine months out of the year for my entire career as a professional baseball player, it’s no surprise our marriage failed. Looking back, I'm surprised it lasted as long as it did. It was no one’s fault; we were destined to fail. But hey, I did get two amazing kids out of the deal. My son Deacon, who’s the oldest, is my spitting image. He also loves baseball. I’m tickled pink that he wants to be a professional baseball player. Like father, like son. My youngest, Kyra, is a daddy’s girl and wants to be the next president. And she probably will be, with her tenacity and wit. She looks so much like her mother, it hurts. The kids will stay with their mom, no doubt. I’ll visit when I’m in town. That’s the part I’ve hated the most–not seeing them and missing important milestones in their lives. We’ll just have to text and FaceTime like we have been. I’ll never stop loving my kids. Even if it is from thousands of miles away.
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      Six Months Later

      When my marriage ended, I focused on the game. Then, one fateful day I’m called into the manager’s office.

      “Gabe, have a seat.”

      Doing so, I wait. Getting called into the manager’s office is never a good thing.

      “Gabe, you’ve been an exceptional player. You need to know this decision wasn’t made lightly. But you know how this works. It’s just business.”

      Past tense. Oh, shit.

      “You’ve been DFA’d.”

      I think I’m going to throw up. Take deep breaths. Don’t puke.

      I’m being designated for assignment (DFA), which means I’m being cut from the team. The absolute worst news a baseball player can hear. It’s the proverbial nail in the coffin of any  Major League Baseball (MLB) player’s career. But I’m not surprised. At forty years old, I’m an old man. A grandpa in baseball years. No one wants a player whose knees have seen better days. Thinking I’m done with baseball, I go back to my apartment to mourn the life of my playing career–the only life I’ve known for the last twenty years. Not sure what I’m going to do, I do what anyone would do—I get drunk until I pass out. I’ll be the first to admit it’s not my finest hour.
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      Word must have spread quickly, as my exile from baseball didn’t last long. Not long after, MLB teams are contacting me out of left field. Not to be a player, though. Nope. This time, they want me as manager. Me, someone who has never coached a day in his life. I’d never given it much thought, instead always focusing on playing the greatest game on Earth instead of coaching it. Since they’re willing to take a chance on me, why the hell not? It’s my ticket to the big game. I can’t say “no”; I accept the job offer to be the manager of the Blue Valley Vipers.
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      ONE YEAR LATER

      Bottom of the ninth, and we’re down a run. Runners on second and third base. One out. It’s down to the wire now.

      I smack my bubble gum, practically gnawing at it. “Chris!” I yell, loud enough so he can hear me at third base over the crowd noise coming from the stands. Quickly, I tap my palm against my nose, then my chest, then my left shoulder, then my right shoulder, sending a sign for a sacrifice bunt. Chris nods and relays to the batter, who nods before stepping into the batter’s box. Sign, read, and received. Game on.

      Kyle readies himself for the pitch and lays down the sacrifice bunt perfectly. It’s so perfect, I couldn’t have done it better myself.

      “Go! Go! Go!” I yell from the dugout. The pitcher scoops up the ball and throws the ball to first and throws Kyle out.

      Chris is on third. He hauls ass home and scores a run. Safe.

      Tony’s on second and runs to third. Safe.

      Tied, two outs, and a runner on third.

      “Come on guys. Let’s win this thing,” I yell, clapping my hands. They’ve got this. All they have to do is play smart.

      Charlie Black heads to the batter’s box. The opposing pitcher calls time, and the catcher heads to the mound. I let out a breath I didn’t even know I was holding.

      “Charlie!” I yell again. I give him a look and he nods, picking up what I’m putting down. Charlie takes a couple more practice swings and walks back to the box.

      Time out over, Charlie settles in, gyrates his bat, then goes still. He takes a ball. Then he resets. Then takes a strike. Dammit Charlie, don’t blow this. The pitcher throws a fastball, thinking he can power it by the Charlie Black at 99 mph. But Charlie reads the pitch like a book and swings for the fences. Crack! The ball connects with the bat soaring through the outfield and over the fence. Homerun! Grabbing my hat, I whoop and holler with the guys in the dugout, along with fans. The home crowd noise is almost deafening! Home-fucking-run!

      Tony runs home and tags the plate as Charlie jogs the bases, stomping his cleats on home plate. Once he’s touched base, he slaps hands and bumps chests with Tony, hollering at the stands like a mad man. We fucking won! In the clutch, baby!

      “Fuck yeah, Charlie!” I shout at him, when he enters the dugout. I slap his backside, congratulating him. He grins and continues walking through the dugout, slapping hands and celebrating with his teammates.

      I can’t help but smile. It always feels good to win. Especially at home.
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      Back in the clubhouse, the celebration continues. It’s a win, but not just any win. Tonight’s win brings us one step closer to the postseason.

      “Gabe, can I get a few words?” a reporter asks. I nod, heading to the media room, where it’s a little quieter.

      “Tell us about what you said to Charlie.”

      “Um… yeah, I just reinforced what he probably already knew. That the pitcher was having trouble locating his slider. And to expect a fastball. Swing for the fences.”

      “Well, that was quite the last play to end the game.”

      I smile. “It was.” It really fucking was.

      “Thanks, Gabe.”

      “You’re welcome, Cindy.”

      Smile still attached, I exit the media room. As I’m walking to my office, I pass several of the men on the team.

      “Yo, Goldwyn, some of us are headed to Dusty’s to grab a few drinks. Wanna come?” Kyle asks, his voice bouncing off the walls right outside the clubhouse. He’s still amped from tonight’s win. They all are.

      “Naw, you boys go ahead. I have a few things I need to take care of.”

      He laughs. “Whatever, man. You’re missing out!”

      I smile and chuckle lightly as I walk towards my office, shaking my head. Aww, to be young and foolish. I loved my time when I was young, moving up through the system, getting my start in the big leagues. Hell, before I met my ex-wife, I would’ve taken Kyle’s offer to go out and drink and live it up. But I’m older and wiser now. Don’t get me wrong, I still drink, but I do it in a different manner.

      Slipping into my office chair, I bring up tonight’s game. I’ll break it down more tomorrow on the plane, as we head out on a four-day road game swing. Speaking of alcohol, I open the bottom drawer of my desk and pull out a bottle of my favorite single malt Scotch Whiskey and a glass. Pouring myself a healthy dram, I recap the bottle and stow it away, back in my desk. Taking a sip, I let the dark, smoky flavor roll over my tongue. Ready to dig into tonight’s game and analyze it, I take a few more sips of the expensive alcohol, relishing the warmth as it pools in my belly.

      Several hours later, my eyes feel gritty and I’m exhausted. The alcohol has relaxed me, but its effects have long-since worn off. Stifling a yawn, I turn off my tablet and head back to my apartment. Alone. And that stings a little bit. I’d love to meet someone, but then it would get messy. Women always expect more than I can give them. I’m on the road ninety-plus days of the year. It has to be casual or nothing. There’s no in-between.
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      THE NEXT DAY

      I’m sitting on the plane, tablet in hand, when Adam, the pitching coach, sits down next to me.

      “Gabe,” he casually greets me.

      “Adam. Any updates on Jake?” I ask, concerned about one of our starting pitchers.

      “He still has upper body tightness. Other than that, the doc says he’s okay. Just tight muscles.”

      I nod and let out a breath. That’s the best news I could have hoped for. I was sure it was worse, the way he was grimacing last night.

      “Glad to hear it.” At this point, we need him in the rotation. If he’s not, we’re in trouble.

      “How are the kids?” I ask. It’s hard being a dad in this line of work. We’re gone more often than not and our spouses, or in my case, my ex, shoulders the responsibility of taking care of the family. Hell, who am I kidding. She’s the rockstar who does it all. Every single one of us, married or not, appreciate the women who take care of our children. Exes or otherwise.

      Adam smiles. “Growing up fast. It seems like just yesterday they were learning to walk. Now they’re in grade school.”

      “I hear you. My kids are getting ready for college soon.”

      “Anyone special in your life?” he asks, suddenly serious.

      I shake my head.

      He claps me on the shoulder. “Maybe it’s time to get out there again. Try dating. You need a woman in your life.”

      I crack a half-hearted smile. “Maybe.”

      He laughs. “Progress.”

      I shrug. Not really. I don’t have time for a woman right now.

      

      The rest of the plane ride goes by smoothly, players and coaching staff alike dropping by my seat to chat and strategize. All in all, the trip goes by pretty fast. Which is good, because I hate flying. And I’ve flown my fair share as both a player and coach. The pilot’s voice comes across the intercom as the fasten seatbelt sign comes back on.

      “Okay, folks, we’ll be landing shortly. Please stow away all personal items. Make sure to stay in your seats with seatbelts fastened as we descend.”

      I fasten my seatbelt and tuck away my tablet and other items. The pilot lands the plane without any trouble and taxis across the runway, towards our gate. As we move, I think back to what Adam said, about needing a woman in my life. He’s not wrong, but it’s tough in my line of work. For now, though, I’d at least take one night with a beautiful woman. And if we never see each other again, so be it. I’ll take what I can get.
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      After the game and a tough loss, the team takes a charter bus to our hotel. I let the players check in first, making sure they get settled in. As they get their key cards, I look around. And wouldn’t you know, a beautiful woman walks through the door, soft-sided leather bag in her hand, wearing a smart business suit with a skirt that shows off her shapely legs and heels. And instantly, something stirs inside of me, my libido sitting up and taking notice. I like what I see. Which is saying something, since I haven’t been with anyone since my ex. Which has been almost a year. Easy there, tiger.

      I wonder who she is?

      “Next,” the attendant at the front desk calls out.

      I don’t know who she is and I probably won’t ever see her again. Too bad. I would have liked to get a chance to get to know her. I check in and accept my room key and head upstairs, the woman pushed to the back of my mind.

      We had a day game today, so there’s plenty of time for me to get comfy in my room and check in with my kids. Deacon is a senior in high school, playing varsity baseball. Kyra’s a sophomore and will graduate in a couple of years. The years have flown by, but it hasn’t diminished my love for my children. Flicking open the screen on my phone, I FaceTime Kyra first.

      “Hey, baby girl. How are you?”

      “Hi, Dad. I’m good,” she tells me, a smile on her face. “I miss you.” She gives me a small smile. Our conversations pretty much go the same way, every time we talk.

      “I miss you, too. Catch me up. How’s school? How’s your mom?”

      She lets out an exaggerated sigh. “School is school. I joined the debate team.”

      Of course she did. She’ll be great at it. She’s as stubborn as they come. “That’s great! How are your classes?”

      “Eh, they’re okay, I guess.”

      “Just okay?” I ask. Usually, Kyra loves her classes. But she doesn’t seem all that interested in them at the moment. I wonder why?

      “I wish I could take all college classes. High school classes are so boring,” she whines.

      “Why don’t you ask your mom about it? I’m sure they can work on that.” In fact, I know they can, because the high school both her and Deacon attend is a private prep school. The school pushes all students to achieve high levels of success. I know, because I pay for it. It’s not cheap, let me tell you. But it’s worth it. I want my kids to have the best chance at success. And the school they attend helps with that.

      “I will, Dad. Where are you this time?”

      “Pittsburgh.”

      She looks behind me. Another day, another hotel.

      “And your mom?” I remind her.

      “Mom’s good. She has a new boyfriend.”

      Oh? That’s news. “She does, does she? Do I need to be worried?” I ask, quirking an eyebrow.

      Kyra sighs dramatically. “No, He’s really nice. Boring, actually.”

      I laugh a little under my breath. Well, then. “You’ll let me know if there’s ever a problem, right?”

      “Yes, Dad,” she answers, rolling her eyes. “Hey, I need to go. I’m supposed to be studying.”

      Right. Sounds to me she has better things to do than talk to her dear old dad. That’s fine. I’m glad I got to talk to her. She seems to be doing okay. But I’ll be having a conversation with her about her classes. And her personal life. Dollars to donuts, there’s a boy, and she probably won’t tell me about him. So I’ll ask her mother. She’ll know if she does or not. And if she does, then I’ll be talking with said boy. And if said boy hurts her, I’ll break his fingers. And maybe a leg. Depends on what he does.

      “Okay, sweetheart. I’ll let you go. Tell your mom I said ‘hi.’ I love you.”

      “I will. Love you, too, Dad,” she replies, ending the video chat. Aww, to be young again.

      
      Next up, FaceTime with Deacon. And, as luck would have it, he answers. I’m 2 for 2.

      “Hey, D! How’s it going?” I ask, excited to talk to both my kids.

      “Hey, Dad. I’m good.”

      “Tell me what’s new. How is baseball going?” Immediately after I ask, I cringe inwardly. I hate that I’m not there for all his games. I would love to be, but I can’t because of my career.

      “Aww, not much new. It’s only practice.”

      “How’s your arm?” He’s been having a bit of soreness.

      “Better. It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

      He’s a pitcher. And his coach doesn’t like to let him rest. It’s a small bone of contention between me and his coach. I try to respect the man’s decisions, but he also needs to remember who is a former MLB player. I know how these things work. “That’s good to hear. Don’t let coach work you too hard.”

      “I won’t.”

      “How’s your mom?” I want to see if Deacon will tell me about his mom’s new boyfriend.

      “She’s fine. She’s been seeing this guy.”

      “Oh?” I say, acting surprised.

      “He’s, um, he’s fine. He treats her well. Takes her out. That kind of stuff.”

      He seems to be okay. So far, anyway. “Anything else about him?”

      “No,” he answers, shaking his head.

      “How’s school?”

      “Fine, I guess.”

      “Are you still dating that one girl…” I can’t remember her name. He changes girlfriends like the wind changes direction. All the damn time.

      “No. She kissed Robert,” he tells me, scrunching up his face. “Like, gross.”

      I laugh. Oh, high school angst. There’s nothing like it.

      “Looks like you’re on track to make the postseason.”

      “Looks that way,” I reply, rubbing my stubble on my chin. I wear a slight beard (more like stubble) year-round. It suits me. “I’ll send tickets, if we make it all the way.”

      He looks straight at me. “For the whole team?”

      I give him a big smile. “I’ll try.” I don’t want to get his hopes up. But I should be able to swing that.

      “Sweet! I gotta go, Dad. Talk later!” he tells me, ending the video chat.

      All done, I head to the shower. I need to rinse off, then it’s almost time for the team dinner. After that, the night is all mine.
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      The team dinner takes almost an hour and a half. The guys are a bit subdued after their loss earlier today. As with anything in life, you win some and lose some. But, unlike life, baseball is make-it-or-break-it. We need another win to solidify our place in the postseason race. And we can do that with tomorrow’s game. After we win, we’re back home for five days to end the season.

      Team dinner over, I sit at the hotel bar sipping a top-shelf whiskey as I contemplate life. I think about what Adam said on the plane. It’s been over a year since my divorce. I haven’t put myself out there since. When my divorce was finalized, I was numb. I threw back a few drinks and moved the fuck on. I didn’t mourn the end of my marriage. I just moved on with my life. That’s all I could do. But now that I’ve fallen into a routine of sorts, my life finally in order again, maybe Adam is right. Maybe I need to open myself back up again. I’ve been closed off ever since my divorce. But, what’s the point? I’m still gone all the time because of my career. And there’s also the fact that I’m not looking for anything more right now.

      Wait a minute... I don’t have to hop back into a relationship right away. Or even marriage for that matter. I’m single and free to do whatever I want. Epiphany over, I’m about to finish my drink when the woman I can’t seem to forget sits down at the other end of the bar.
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      Layla

      After my dinner meeting with potential investors, I take a cab back to the hotel. It’s early yet, not even 9:00 p.m. The dinner meeting went well, but was boring as hell. Most of these types of meetings are. But, it’s part of the job. I’m just glad it’s over with. When I left, the investors seemed happy and confident. I have no doubt they’ll invest in my latest venture
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